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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
COLD HILLS 

AUSTERITY 

I have lived so long 

On the cold hills alone . . . 

I loved the rock 

And the lean pine trees, 

Hated the life in the turfy meadow, 

Hated the heavy, sensuous bees. 

I have lived so long 

Under the high monotony of starry skies, 

I am so cased about 

With the clean wind and the cold nights, 

People will not let me in 

To their warm gardens 

Full of bees. 

THE END OF THE AGE 

With wash and ripple and with wave, 
Slow moving up the long deserted sand, 
The little moon went watching the white tide 
Flood in and over, spread above the land, 
Flood the low marshes, make a silver cover 
Where the green sea-weed in a floating mist 
Creeps under branch and over. 
The wide water spreads, the night goes up the sky, 
The era ends. 
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Tomorrow comes warm blood with a new race, 

Warm hearts that ache for lovers and for friends, 

And the pitiful grace 

Of young defeated heads. 

Tomorrow comes the sun, color and flush 

And anguish. Now let the water wash 

Out of the evening sky the lingering reds, 

And spread its coolness higher than the heart 

Of every silver bush. 

Night circles round the sky. The era ends. 

GEOLOGY 

"Look," said God; 

And with slow fingers 

Drew away the mantle rock. 

Man followed groping 

To touch the flesh of his true mother ; 

And, standing in great valleys, 

He saw the ages passing. 

FOSSIL 

I found a little ancient fern 

Closed in a reddish shale concretion, 

As neatly and as charmingly shut in 

As my grandmother's face in a daguerreotype, 

In a round apricot velvet case. 

Janet Loxley Lewis 
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